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My Favorite Game 


Author's Notes: 
its a little scray, but hey, | was just having fun... take it for what its worth. Oh, and XO with John's musical 


partner in crime, Josh Klinghoffer. | was inspired by said interview clip: 


John Frusciante: But I'm glad | have a girl cuz | write a lot of songs where | want a girl's voice on them, and 


now | know | don't need to find a girl, | can just use Josh. 
Interviewer: Excellent, how does he feel about it? 

JF: He's fine, he's at my disposal-- he's at my service. 
*lnterviewer translates in German* 


JF: Did you say anything nasty? 


Interviewer: Yes, | made a comment on you saying that Josh is at your service, and | wondered, | was thinking 


to myself, rhetorically question myself, to what extent that service might go. 
JF: The same extent your mother gives to my cock. 


*lnterviewer translates, John laughs his ass off* 


Well Jesus. 


This was about to fly out the window. | had been clean from drugs about 5 years, sober from alcohol the 


same, and celibate. Celibacy. Shit. 


My body was used for channeling music. Not for sexual pleasure. So | had been dry in order to better my 


musical skills. 
Than that boy had to come along. 


He was IB. Yes, young. But that angular angelic face, sweeping dark hair, piercing blue eyes, and that voice, that 


sweet voice consumed my thoughts. 


There are some things in this silly physical dimension that are worth having. | had to get my hands on this 


one. 


One seventeen am. We had been up for hours, playing songs (early Beatles was our favorite) singing, eating, 
laughing, and | was thinking. 


He stretched, catlike, yawning and standing up. He was starting to gather up his stuff, guitar, jacket, bag. 
| took my chance. This was not going to wait any longer. 


Quiet like water | leapt to my feet, slinking up behind him, he was bent over stuffing things into his bag. Good 
god, | wanted to stuff things into his bag! 


| sidled up behind him, and he paused at the contact. 
"Johnny?" he asked. I'm sure he was confused, poor kid. | was about to clear that up. 


Hands locked around his waist. | sort of collapsed us onto my extensive sofa, we fell into a tangled heap into 


the upholstery, and he was giggling and struggling against me. 


"John, what gives?" he gasped. 


| shared his boyish laughter, rested my chin on his shoulder. Then, nudge, nudged my nose against his neck, the 
jaw line, towards his ear. 


"Cutie," | murmured. 


Lick. 


"Ahh! John?" Struggling for real this time. He looked at me over his shoulder. 
"Yes?" | smiled some. 

"What..what do you want?" 

Ah, so young, so naive. 


"Everything," | whispered, pinning his hands to one side with my left hand, touching his stomach with my right. 


He twisted a little in my grip. So warm, so tender. 

"John..." 

More struggle. 

"Are you a virgin, Josh?" 

"Uh..uh.." My right hand was still wandering, my lips climbing up and down his neck 

"Ever been sucked off?" Crude, yes. 

He nodded, furiously, his hips jerking a little, his wonderful ass grinding my crotch. He was making this fun 
"Girls..yeah.." he gasped. 

"Mmmm." | let my lips find his ear. "| have a feeling | might me better than some silly cunt." | demonstrated 
this point by giving his earlobe a litle lick, grazing it lightly with my teeth, then sucking on it softly. "I'm very 
good with other body parts," | breathed, and he whimpered a little. "Lips, nipples, thighs." | let my hand travel 
to each said area as | named them, my hand lingering on the last. Without saying it, | suggestively cupped the 


erection he was sporting, giving it a tiny rub. 


"Fuck!" he hissed, trying to escape and come closer simultaneously. 


"Sounds like an idea," | teased. My grip tightened on his restrained wrists and | laid a little more weight on him. 
"Now, we can do this the easy way or the hard way." 


"The-the hard way?" That lovely high voice of his shaking with anticipation 
"Yes, Josh, you are hard..." | chuckled a little, touching the given area again. "So | guess we'll do it that way." 


| undid my belt one-handed, slid it off, and easily yanked his arms behind him, wrapping the belt around his 


wrists, buckling it, and restraining him. 

He giggled. "John!" 

Mine. 

"This ok?" | asked softly, rolling him over unto his back. 

He grinned. "| would think so. | let you tie me up." 

| laughed. "Guess you're right." | slid back into my lustful persona again. 

| am a man with some secret plans | need to carry out. And you are my mission. 

Our mouths mashed together, tongues tangled, | clawed at his shirt. He was damn hard underneath me. He 
pulled away from our kiss, his lips moist and quivering. "Damn it John, I've watched your hands on guitar long 
enough. Touch me." 

Gladly obliged, my friend. 

Off came that shirt. Ahh, his torso. 

| rained kisses on him, playing with his nipples. He couldn't keep quiet, the silly little thing. 

My hands found his zipper. He nodded furiously. 

"Aw, Josh, is this what you want?" Another nod. "Hmm let's play a game." 

"What are the rules?" 


"You'll find out." 


| started to unzip his pants and he moaned a little. | stopped. "Quiet!" | snapped. | continued and he fidgeted 
slightly. "Be still," | ordered again. He obeyed. He must have wanted it. 


Yeah, | changed my mind. | undid the tie | was wearing and carefully wrapped it around his head, blindfolding 


him. 

"Hey!" he interjected, giggling a little. | picked him up, threw him over my shoulder, and headed out. 

My destination was the kinkiest place | could find. This could get interesting.. 

| flung open the door to my laundry room. | shoved Josh, delicate creature, against the dryer. My hand 
reached for the dial and | turned the thing up to high. My super amazing expensive dryer kicked in, hot and 


shaking, like the boy underneath me. 


| pulled away, got on my knees and fumbled slowly, cautiously with the button on his jeans, waiting the point 


where his frustration would force him to do it himself. 

How funny it was to see him struggle, his hands tied behind his back, blind, noisy. 

"John, please!" 

"Heh." 

| wanted to reduce him to the most helpless state | could, so | fished another necktie out of the laundry 
basket and looped it around his mouth, gagging him. This was just too fun. The kid was letting me get away 


with it, so why not? 


Now he was kicking something crazy. | began to | began to rub my face in the crotch of his jeans and then 
tickle his side, whispering harshly "you like that, you sexy little brat? You like that?" 


He nodded fervently, making this wonderful, restrained noises, his moans begging me. | peeled open the fly on 


his jeans, letting my hand wander in, the secrets underneath his boxers warm and wanting. 

All he could do was whimper as | shoved his jeans to the floor around his ankles. | stood up now, taking his long 
legs with me, wrapping them around my waist, my hand sneakily toying with his penis, massaging it to 
maximum arousal. 


He was practically crying, thrashing and banging between me and the dryer he was trapped on. 


"Aw, poor baby," | coddled, my other hand messing lightly with one of his nipples, which was also erect. | leaned 


in and gave the other nipple a lick, long, concentrated, torture. 


He was whining through his gag some more and pulled away, against his will. | repositioned him unto his 


stomach, so the dryer, which was vibrating and heating up wonderfully, was undulating against his front side. 


The sight of him with his back to me, completely at my mercy, gave me too many ideas that | had to satisfy. 
"Spread these,” | said, touching his thighs. Instantly, his legs were spread. 

"Good boy." | ran my hands over the smooth skin of his bottom. "Keep behaving like a good boy and you'll be 
rewarded, | promise." 

Whimper. 

| eased two fingers between his cheeks, into the warmth inside him. He exhaled and groaned. 

"Does that feel good?" 

Nod. 

"Mmm..." | undid my pants and guided myself inside. | was gentle at first, but grew wild as he met me half 


way, taking my weight and pressure with ease, mewling like a little kitten | let my hand drift between his legs, 


yanking on him and biting his lovely shoulders as | came. 

Ah. 

"So cooperative," | breathed, kissing his ear and pulling out. "I think you earned your reward." 
He moaned and nodded. 


Again, | flipped him over, crouched in front of him and guided his painfully aroused self into the comforting 


wetness-warmth of my mouth. 
This was definitely my favorite game. 


[End] 


